place of his entrance. He still wore his monocle and it seemed
to him that in the blue light he saw everything clear and
distinct,

" You are standing here when you get your cue. Down
there is Don Jose. Shot, Bang; Micaela: cAh! MonDieu! J'ai
trop presume de won courage? . . . you step over here for your
line: 'Quelquts ligies plus has et tout italt fini* So then you
leap across this gap, it's solid as you can see, and come down
fast enough to be at the bottom for your: *Eh la! doucement"
Dr. Mayer explained, turning himself successively into
Micaela, Don Jose, the rifle, the report of the shot, the gap,
the leap, the run and the arrival at the bottom. Bhakaroff
hardly listened to him. In his mind he organized the difficult
pass and descent. Fourteen steps up the stairs. Three steps
sharp to the right. He stretched out his hands and examined
the rock which would hide him from the audience until the
moment of the shot. Two steps down straight towards the
footlights and then stop. 'Quelques lignes plus bas. . . .*
He took a deep breath and leaped, landed on an elastic
mattress and straightened himself up. He had a very good
control of his body, for he had been an expert fencer. He
despised the sort of opera singers who looked like bags of
flour and had to be dragged around the stage like such. Dr.
Mayer applauded. Max, behind the rock, murmured in admir-
ing whispers, <e And now? " Bhakaroff thought fumblingly.
"Come down fast enough to be at the bottom while he sings :
*Qfd efes-vous? reponde^. , . .* Yes, but how?" He could not
find his way, groping first to one side and then to the other.

"There are the steps, it's quite easy/' Dr. Mayer called
to him.

"Come here with your lamp, Max," Bhakaroff told the
assistant. The small circle of light disclosed some structure
he could not understand. He had to bend down and touch
it, let his hands glide along the edges of three primitive steps.
They srnelled of freshly-cut wood, an alien and pleasant
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